BARBARIAN STORIES

before evening there was no one but Ash-in-the-Air
himself who was still talking about nothing else.

Three-Red did not go to sleep at once that night;
he could not help remembering, seeing again and
again, a little picture which had not disturbed him
much at the time. It was after the sacrifice. The
Chief had been leaning over the smoke for some time
with his head bent, perhaps listening. And then he
signed to Ash-in-the-Air, who went up to him, and
they whispered together for a minute or two so that
the others did not hear. They stood right in the sun;
the Chief's eyes and nose were running with the
smoke, he staggered a little; and Ash-in-the-Air
looked pleased as if he were going to get something
he wanted. It was not nice to remember, Three-Red
fidgeted and kicked, and at last pinched his wife till
she woke. He had meant to ask her if people really
liked Ash-in-the-Air, if some of them weren't perhaps
glad that dreadful things had happened to him, the
proud cheating one who said the Gods would talk to
him one day! But when it came to the point it seemed
as if it would be better not to say anything. If either
of them said his name aloud - well, Ash-in-the-Air
might hear, and, if he was asleep, as he most likely
would be, perhaps that word would bring him, and
he would stay and listen to more than was spoken
aloud. So he did not say it, and the woman grunted
and turned over again, and by and bye he got to sleep
too.

It was not a very good sort of sleep, but full of
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